Thy martyrs, niust no more each other see ?

Or tak'st thou pride to break us on thy wheel,  *

And view old Chaos in the pains we feel ?

Or have we left undone some mutual right,

That thus with parting thou seek'st us to spite ?

No, no : the fault is mine ; impute it to me,

Or rather to conspiring Destiny,

Which (since I lov'd) for me before decreed

That I should suffer when I lov'd ;indeed;

And therefore sooner now than I can say

I saw the golden fruit, 'tis wrapt away:

Or as I'd watch'd one drop in the vast stream,

And I left wealthy only in a dream.

Yet, Love! thou'rt blinder than myself in this,

To vex my dove-like friend for my amiss,

And where one sad truth may expiate

Thy wrath, to make her fortune run my fate.

So blinded Justice doth, when favourites fall,

Strike them, their house, their friends,

their favourites all.

**Was 't not enough that thou didst dart thy fires
Into our bloods, enflaming our desires,
And mad'st us sigh, and blow, and pant, and burn,
And then thyself into our flames didst turn ?